centrate on building a lab. I had written for scientific journals, but now I wrote madly in my own journal, using words as therapy to figure out what had gone wrong.
An old boyfriend invited me to sunny Los Angeles. Skeptically, I boarded a plane to a world of palm trees, movies, restaurants, andsurprisingly-laughter and love. These were tastes of a life I had missed. For months, I assumed my attraction to this "real" world was a transient response to the trauma of divorce. I expected my love for the lab to return. My grant was rejected by a couple of points. I moved to LA with no job prospects. I became a live-in girlfriend.
I remarried, re-divorced, practiced piano again, and raised two children. I bought a house near mountains and hiking trails. I read. I briefly accepted a tenure-track assistant professorship at a liberal arts college, assuming I was ready for the lab again.
I wasn't. It was as a teacher that I made sense of myself. Teaching gave me a life of work but also a life of people and play. Colleges, though, want research. I resigned.
Today I teach 11th and 12th grade physiology. I have been a school board chair and a high school principal. I often work with special education and at-risk students. Many of them have trouble focusing because of traumatic life events. I can relate. I still love ferns, but I'll let someone else figure out their genetic switches. I'm okay with watering the ferns in my backyard. 
